We, my companion and I, spoke only a phrase now and then as we trudged up the streets of Soho. We needed no words. We both understood and we both desired the same thing.
Once we walked and walked until finally we came to a street in which the houses were each lawn-bordered. Great heaps of living snowballs lay white upon the green of the grass. We stood snifEng in the odours coming from unseen gardens which were hidden in the darkness of the night. We climbed to the terrace and looked into a lighted living-room. We seemed enveloped in something beautiful, exquisite, unseen. Catching each other's hands, we leaped down.
In the summer warmth fell the first drops of a light rain.    We began to run.    Of one accord we put out our  arms and  " flew " [128]
